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been Protestants, he would have shed tears upon the papal slippei He buoys up no one ; for he gives no one hope. He may amuse dulness itself must be amused indeed by the versatility ant brilliancy of his wit
Catharine. While I was meditating on the great action I hav< now so happily accomplished, I sometimes thought his wit feeble This idea, no doubt, originated from the littleness of everything in comparison with my undertaking.
Daskkof. Alas! we lose much when we lose the capacity oi being delighted by nien of genius, and gain little when we are forced to run to them for incredulity,
Catharine. I shall make some use of my philosppher at Ferney. I detest him as much as you do ; but where will you find me another who writes so pointedly? You really then fancy that people care for truth? Innocent Dashkof! Believe me, there is nothing so delightful in life as to find a liar hi a person of repute. Have you never heard good folks rejoicing at it? or rather, can you mention to me any one who has not been in raptures when he could communicate such glad tidings? The goutiest man would go on foot without a crutch to tell his friend of it at midnight; and would cross the Neva for the purpose, when he doubted whether the ice would bear him. Men in general are so weak in truth, that they are obliged to put their bravery under it, to prop it. Why do they pride themselves, think you, on their courage, when the bravest of them is, by many degrees, less courageous than a mastiff bitch in the straw? It is only that they may be rogues without hearing it, and make their fortunes
without rendering an account of them. Now we chat again as we used to do.   Your spirits and your
snthusiasm have returned.   Courage, my sweet Dashkof ; do not
segin to sigh again.   We never can want husbands while we are
ftmng   and  lively,   Alas!    I  cannot  always   be  so.    Heigho!
5ut serfs and preferment will do . . none shall refuse me a"
iinety « . Paphos or Tobolsk. Have not you a song for me?

